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I guess the reason, I paid Mister Benjamin any mind at all was because my mother and aunties used to sit outside in the front yard all summer. Yes, out in the yard. Not on the porch, like most folk. They had a nice little patio spot set up near the fence right where they got shade off that old magnolia tree. I spent a lot of time with them out there, since I was about twelve, listening to gossip and watching people. After work, Mama would go outside where she could keep a good eye on the comings and goings on our block. She knew who went to church regular and who slept in until noon and was receiving company right after their spouses left for work. 

I think Mama had a thing for Mister Benjamin. At least for his body. He was tall with wide shoulders and developed chest. Mama loved a tall man. Even at my young age, I saw he had a nice body. He was solid and strong looking, not like from going to the gym all the time but from doing manual labor for years. His belly wasn’t exactly flat or hard muscled, but he was more lean than flab. And he had a nice face. A strong face. Expressive eyes and full lips. I thought he was handsome. And I usually got a sensual feeling whenever I watched him move about in his front yard. He often wore a muscle shirt, or an opened old shirt as he took care of his house and lawn. Or when he washed his car. Watching him stretch his long body out was the turn on! I didn’t like the way he used to let his hair go all wild like guys from the olden days though. You know like Fredrick Douglas? But still he was one fine older man to me. I heard my Aunt Jean call him a natural man. And the way she said it, along with Mama and the others cosigning along with her, I knew that was a turn on for older ladies. 

And I guess, for my hot sixteen-year-old self. You see, I had been messing around with boys since I was fourteen, but not done it all the way. By the time I was sixteen, I had wanted to lose my virginity once and for all. I knew those fumbling, silly boys my age weren’t the experience I wanted for the first time. I had it in my head I’d have real lovers. Men that had their own homes. None of that doing it in the back of a car, or his parent’s home when the coast was clear. Nope, I wanted a lover that would take his time and appreciate the precious gift I was serving to him on a platinum platter! Most younger men with their own homes, I knew were engaged, married or  had siblings staying with them. The only man I knew who was attractive and sexy that met my standards was Mister Benjamin, who was also old enough to be my father. Somehow that never mattered to me much. It was all about how I felt. How he made me feel as I watched him. How I felt lying in bed in the middle of the night thinking how one day I was going to make it happen. How I was going to get him to turn his head in my direction and see me.

I knew he was a hot lover too because one evening I stood out by the fence on the right side of the house. Where Mama couldn’t happen to peek out a window or come on the porch and see me smoking. Anyway, I lit up a cigarette I took from a pack in her purse. After a few puffs, I heard the familiar report of a screened door slamming shut. I saw him and a woman about his age walk from the front porch and down the steps, arms around each other. Real lovey dovey. She was smiling real big. At the car, in front of his house, they stopped and she turned to put her arms around his neck. They didn’t kiss but looked at each other. He said something and she hugged him. He embraced her, lightly rubbing her back down to the beginning of her plentiful derriere. Wow, I thought, he sure had big hands. Then they kissed long and slowly, relishing the moment. After a while, she pulled back to unlock her brand new nineteen seventy-eight beige Monte Carlo. As she did so, he held her around her waist, not grinding her on the sly or anything but it sure was sexy. I mean, I was getting hot from just watching them. He turned her around for another kiss, pushing her backside into the front door of her car. I got the feeling he was wanting her to go back into his house for some more loving, but she seemed like she was trying to get her ass away from him before things got a little too hot. I figured she was probably married or slumming. Thought she was too good for a man that worked hard for a living. A steel laborer was about all you were going to find in our small town because all the lawyers, architects, and doctors lived on the other side of the river. Which is where I’d have laid down good money to bet was where she probably lived.

Anyway, Miss Fine and Gorgeous slipped behind the wheel of her car, blew him a kiss and motored off into the evening. I watched her car until the taillights disappeared. I flicked my cigarette to the ground and stomped it out. I looked up and saw Mister Benjamin touching himself. He turned slowly from the direction his lover drove and saw me watching him. He froze rather than dropped his hand from his crotch. Yeah, he had went and worked himself up real good with that big hand.  He looked up and down the street and directly at my house then said, “What are you looking at little girl?” in a voice I barely could hear.

“What do you think?” I replied and pulled another cigarette from my back pocket then flicked my Bic to light it.

“I think you better put that cigarette out and take yourself in the house before your Mama catches you out here smoking.”

“Hey, why don’t you let me braid your hair?” Not sexy, but all I could think to say.

He didn’t say anything else before he walked around to the back of his house. But I’d seen how his eyes went up and down my body. From the thin material of my halter top covering my ample sized breasts, down my cutoff shorts to my firm thighs. That was the moment I decided for sure, I was giving it up to Mister Benjamin. I wasn’t going to always be sixteen, after all.

I waited and watched him for a while every chance I got and by the time summer ended, I sort of lost interest with school starting up and all. Besides, I didn’t see him much as he wasn’t staying home regular. Mama figured, he’d finally found a woman whom he could go visit.

“What do you mean?” I asked trying to sound only halfway interested. Last thing I needed Mama to know was I was lusting after the same man she had been eyeballing for years. Only I wasn’t going to be sitting in the yard with soaking panties, sipping on Long Island iced teas. I was going to get me some of that man. I looked at Mama and wondered why she never just took herself across the street anyway. She was still young enough. Hell, she was younger and prettier than the woman he was trying to get to stay a little longer. And I was grown up, so having a kid wasn’t a hindrance to getting a man in bed and becoming his lover. 

Mama got up from the couch to find her purse which she found on the dining table for a cigarette. She lit up with one of those flip-top lighters I thought were more trouble than they were worth. I bought her two disposable lighters that she just let lay on the coffee table. 

“When a man gets a certain age, things get tougher for him,” she said. “Women have moved on and settled down. Good women are hard to find.”

“What are you talking about? There’s plenty of women waiting on a man.”

“I said good women.”

“Well, what’s a good woman?” I asked. I wanted to know. People were always throwing out phrases like that and not explaining what they meant. I wondered if they even knew. “Does it mean you aren’t a criminal? Never had an abortion? Saved yourself for marriage? Give to the poor?” Mama frowned at me through the cloud of smoke she was working on. 

“Keep talking all ignorant, Josie. See where that gets your hot ass.” Mama knew all about me being loose in the streets, even that I’d been letting boys play between my legs since I was fourteen. She just told me I better not act a fool. She never defined what act a fool meant either. She just tossed a jumbo pack of condoms on my bed every month and said, “You make sure every time you pull down your undies, that boy is already wearing one. You hear me? You ain’t bringing home no babies and I’ll kill you, if you bring home any kind of disease you catch from somebody. You hear me? Every damn time you see a dick!” she reiterated. “Even if you ain’t going to fuck! You hear me?” Yes, I heard her and I guess I never did act a fool. Until Mister Benjamin.

~*~
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It was around  a month after graduation week, when I decided the time was right. I was at home alone.  Mama had a date. Her dates usually lasted until morning. She rarely dated more than twice a month. At thirty-seven, Mama acted like she was somebody’s grandma. At least that’s how it seemed to me then. Mama was a widowed parent and a registered nurse. She had to work twelve-hour shifts sometimes so she was tired a lot and had things to do rather than concern herself with regularly dating . 

Anyway, my libido was in high gear again. I was going off to college in the fall and the last thing I wanted to be when my foot touched campus was a country virgin. I mean, I planned to be hot! Real hot and dirty! A different boy or man every night! And I was going to start by having a hot time with my older neighbor. Have him work me in and out real good.

I bathed in my Mama’s Avon Unspoken bubble bath. My hair was newly braided with the beads on the ends by my cousin Shirley. My dress was so tight I couldn’t wear panties even if I wanted to(which I didn’t)and it plunged daringly down the front. I had full rounded breasts and my nipples showed through the tight fabric. I turned to check out my butt, it wasn’t huge the way a lot of men liked but I can say I had some back though. I believed my figure was good. I think I looked as good as Mama when she went out and I’d heard people refer to her as a knockout. At eighteen, I was a younger version of her, hot and ready for some real action. Mama had been gone for two hours, so I doubted she’d suddenly come home after discovering she forgot her diaphragm or something. 

I went to the telephone and dialed Mister Benjamin’s number I’d previously looked up in the phone book. He answered and I hung up the phone. He was home and that was all I needed to know. I put on my heels and walked out of the house to the front porch. I paused acknowledging I was nervous. What if he turned me down, or worse, what if he was a lousy lover? All at once I realized losing my virginity was the biggest moment in my life. Maybe that was why I drew the line at oral sex with the boys I messed around with. Intercourse was the real deal. 

Once done, Mister Benjamin would always be the man that put his dick inside of me first. Maybe tonight wasn’t the night, I thought and decided  I should go back in the house and think about it some more. For two years, I’d been dreaming about it and Mister Benjamin. Since that evening, I spied on him with his woman, I wished I was the one he made love to so good that he held me by the hips to keep me from leaving so soon. And I’d stay so he could put it on me until he couldn’t put it on me anymore. But what if he wasn’t nice? That thought just came out of the air. I had no idea what kind of lover or man he truly was. All I knew were fantasies. Sweet and passionate fantasies. 

My hand was on the doorknob, when I heard his screen door slam shut. I turned around and looked across to his front porch. He’d came out to smoke a joint. I smelled the smoke floating in the air. I stared at him a long time. He’d finally done something to his hair by cornrowing it to hang on top of his shoulders. I bet one of his lovers got tired of that awful bush on his head. Personally, I would have dreadlocked those tresses. Tonight, he wore dark slacks and shirt with the cuffs rolled back. I wondered what was on his mind as he gazed up into the early night sky. A Saturday night and he was alone. Why couldn’t he keep a woman more than a few weeks? He was hardworking and kept his home up really nice. And he minded his own business. Only folk I saw him with were his ladies and a couple of work buddies. Tonight he seemed kind of lonely. I wanted to hold him against me and make him feel good and appreciated. I wanted so much for him to hold me in a loving embrace and whisper my name softly, so softly that only I could hear his voice. But I had to get him to look at me first.

I walked down the porch steps to stand in the yard
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